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One of a Kind
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Newsies


A good newspaper is never nearly good enough but a lousy newspaper is a joy forever.


~Garrison Keillor


When I opened the cottage door to call our dogs, Molly, the Nova Scotia Duck Tolling Retriever, and Barbie-Q, the little no-name breed, for dinner, I recognized him immediately. New neighbours had moved in across the road two days earlier and the Pug was part of their family; I’d seen him playing on the deck of their cottage.


He looked up at me, his big brown eyes round and appealing above the black mask that covered his snout. Beside me, Molly paused and looked up. I knew that expression. I glanced over at the neighbour’s cottage. No one was around.


“Okay,” I answered Molly’s silent request. I looked down at the Pug. “Would you like to stay to dinner?”


He wriggled his tail, then pranced up the steps and past me.


He proved to be an appreciative guest, his enjoyment of our doggy cuisine obvious as he burrowed his little black mouth deep into gravy-laced kibble. He even gave a lusty burp and licked his chops with gusto when he finished.


“Bruiser! Bruiser, where are you?” I heard.


He cocked his head, then trotted to the full-length screen door and looked out, tail wiggling. His reaction left no doubt. He was Bruiser. I opened the door for him and followed him onto the deck.


“He’s over here,” I called across the lane to the young woman in shorts and tank top. “He stayed for dinner.”


“Thanks,” she said, jogging across the road as Bruiser rushed to greet her. She introduced herself as Nancy as she lifted his squirming body into her arms.


“Bruiser’s an unusual name for a Pug,” I said, as she tucked him against her side.


“I named him after the dog in the movie Legally Blonde.” She grinned. “Hope he wasn’t any trouble.” She waved and headed back across the road carrying the Pug.


“Any time,” I called.


The trouble began soon afterward — the next morning, in fact, when Molly dashed out as usual to fetch the morning paper at the end of the drive. At the corner of our cedar hedge where the carrier normally tossed it, she stopped short. No paper.


She lowered her nose and began a serious investigation of the area. After a few minutes of watching my dog’s unsuccessful attempts to find the daily news, I scuffled into my moccasins and went to help her.


As I was opening the front door, I saw my new neighbour running across the road in slippers and PJs. She was waving something in a blue plastic sleeve. Under her left arm, Bruiser hung ignominiously.


“Sorry,” she said, as she ran up the steps. “Bruiser’s been watching your dog fetch the paper for the last couple of days. He must have thought it was a good idea, so he brought your paper to us.”


“No problem,” I replied, taking the paper and giving Bruiser a little head-pat. “Shows initiative, right, guy?” He licked my hand, snuffled a Pug sound and wiggled his tail.


It’s been said you can’t outfox a fox. Molly soon proved that the cliché also applied to Nova Scotia Duck Tolling Retrievers. Bright and early the next morning, she posted herself on our front step.


The Pug proved to be a worthy opponent. As I glanced out the front window, I saw a small, black-masked snout peering out from the hedge.


I got my coffee and drew up a chair. This was going to be interesting.


A few minutes later, the carrier’s car appeared over the crest of the knoll. Instantly, Molly was on her feet, alert and ready. In the hedge, a small beige-and-black body also came to attention.


The car slowed at the end of our drive, an arm appeared through its open driver’s window, and the morning news flew through the air. Simultaneously both dogs lunged.


The collision occurred at the corner of the hedge. A yelp, a squeal and Bruiser went flying. Molly paused for a moment, shook to regain her dignity, then picked up the paper precisely in its middle and triumphantly trotted back to the cottage, the obvious winner in this war for words.


By then Bruiser had scrambled to his paws. He, too, shook himself vigorously, paused a moment, then proceeded to prance behind Molly toward our cottage. When I opened the screen door for Molly, and accepted the paper she carefully presented, Bruiser, his joie de vivre apparently unabashed, trotted inside behind her, the corners of his mouth curled up in a good-natured grin.


The following morning, it bucketed rain and Molly opted to watch for the paper from the front window. Surely, she may have speculated, the Pug wouldn’t come out in such inclement weather for a fetch he now knew he couldn’t possibly retrieve.


Molly would soon learn never to underestimate the tenacity of a Pug.


I’d gone back into the kitchen for a moment when I heard the carrier’s car approaching and Molly’s excited whines.


“No rush, girl,” I assured her as I headed toward the front door to let the now yelping, prancing dog out.


Then I saw the reason for her distress. Bruiser had darted out of the hedge and lifted his leg. His aim perfect, he peed on her precious blue-sleeved paper.


~Gail MacMillan
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Dogleg on the Fairway


Golf combines two favorite American pastimes: taking long walks and hitting things with a stick.


~P.J. O’Rourke


My back yard overlooks the fairway of a golf course, and frequently errant golf balls land in the grass by my fence. Even in my yard.


So, on Sundays I often hear, “Fore! No! Don’t go there! Aw, crap!”


This confluence of bad golf and early morning histrionics is why my two dogs have their own spin on the game. Here’s how it goes.


Max, my proud Shepherd and Collie soldier, stands guard on my deck in the morning while I drink tea and read. He gazes over the terrain toward enemy territory, The Valley Beyond The Hill. His eyes are sharp, his body tense. My Cairn Terrier, Brinkley, his right-hand man, searches for artillery that has already landed. He finds two treasures, both of them the six-dollar kind.


Suddenly, four men appear in the valley. Their goal is to take the high ground, one hundred sixty yards away. Max postures for incoming ammunition.


“Fore!”


The artillery soars into the sky. It arcs toward Max. With one giant, graceful leap, he snatches it from the air.


“Aw, dang it!” cries one man. “Max got it and I was going for a birdie this hole!”


The other men laugh. “Just take a drop and move on. The ball is gone.”


“No way! That darn ball cost me six bucks!”


“Hi, Gary,” I say as he heads my way. “Still got that hook, huh?”


“I’m getting better. I didn’t come close yesterday.”


Gary jumps the fence and turns to Max. “Hey there, big guy. Are you gonna give me my ball back, or do we go through the entire ordeal?”


Max’s tail wags. Brinkley barks when Gary moves. The real game is on.


Max tosses the ball to Brinkley who runs to the deep end of our swimming pool. He places the ball on the pavement at his feet then waits for Gary to make another move. Max trots over by Brinkley.


“Please, boys,” says Gary, trying to negotiate. “I can still get par. It’s a clean shot from here.”


Gary takes a step. Brinkley picks up the ball, leans over the water, and drops it into the pool. He and Max watch it sink to the bottom, both tails wagging in triumph.


Gary sighs. “Okay, guys!” he shouts toward the course. “I’m laying four. I ‘found the water.’ Again.”


Max and Brinkley wait for Gary to pet them. “All right,” he says. “We’re still friends, but I’m tired of losing my six-dollar balls to you.”


“Never considered a cheaper ball until you fix the hook, huh?” I ask.


Gary looks at me. “No. That would be admitting defeat. Me and the guys take lessons now because of your boys. Our pro pays them homage every class.”


He heads over to the fence. “Yep, they’re a real inspiration for me to improve my game.”


Max barks and gently tugs on Gary’s pant leg. Gary laughs and pats Max again. “Yeah, I’ll miss you too, buddy, but I’ll be back next week.”


Just then Brinkley trots over with one of his earlier finds and drops it at Gary’s feet. Gary leans down to pick it up.


“Aww, thanks little guy. That’s so sweet.” He turns to me with a grin on his face. “Soggier than all get out.”


“It rained last night,” I reply.


“Hey! There’s my excuse for playing so bad. See you next Sunday.”


“See you,” I say, as he jumps over the fence.


Max and Brinkley walk over to me and curl up at my feet. Time for a break. And a cookie.


“Good boys,” I murmur and grin. “Job well done.”


~Pamela Goldstein
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Food Felon


A well-trained dog will make no attempt to share your lunch. He will just make you feel so guilty that you cannot enjoy it.


~Helen Thomson


Toby, a Golden-Retriever-Yellow-Lab mix, loved to eat. As a matter of fact, Toby loved to eat anything. Dog food was fine, but what he really liked was food left unattended by a family member who was doing something like, oh, answering the telephone or getting up to refill his milk glass. Toby would stealthily move from his position on his blanket in the corner of the family room, nonchalantly wander over to the dining room table, and make his move the second he spotted the opportunity.


Toby’s thieving ways didn’t go over too well with my husband Mark.


“That dog is impossible,” Mark said whenever Toby nabbed something off his plate. “When’s he going to learn that there is people food and there is dog food?”


I didn’t have an answer for him but it seemed pretty clear that not only was Toby never going to learn, he also didn’t have any interest in learning. Dog food might be okay, but people food was clearly better. Besides, Toby seemed to truly enjoy his life as a food felon.


Eventually, we all grew a little wiser when it came to protecting our meals. Someone in the family was appointed Guardian of the Dinner Table so Toby was no longer able to sneak a hamburger or a hot dog off anyone’s plate. We learned not to leave bowls of potato chips unattended on the coffee table. We especially learned to keep all food scraps in the garbage, which went under the kitchen sink behind a sturdy door.


Toby didn’t like our vigilance, but we knew that it was good for his digestive system and also good for our nerves. Mark was especially happy that Toby was no longer stealing food from us, his exasperated, hungry owners. After a while, we no longer had to be quite so vigilant. Toby seemed to be content with the food in his bowl. Family members were able to leave peanut butter and jelly sandwiches on the kitchen counter, leave the room for longer than ten seconds, and return to find their snack still intact. Our kitchen kleptomaniac was apparently cured. Or so we thought.


One night, Mark was making a sandwich to put in his lunch for work the next day. Toby sat watching him, his big brown eyes following Mark’s hand as Mark slathered on mayonnaise and sliced some roast beef extra thin. Mark looked at Toby looking at him.


“This looks good, doesn’t it, Toby?” Mark said more than a bit smugly. “Well, I’m sorry but it’s for my lunch. I’m going to put it in the refrigerator and eat it tomorrow and it’s going to be delicious.”


Toby thumped his tail in response, drooling just a bit.


“You may have a small piece of roast beef,” Mark told him, tossing him some meat. Mark wrapped his sandwich in foil, put it in the refrigerator, cleaned up and then left the room. Toby watched him the whole time.


The next morning when he got up for work, Mark went to the refrigerator for his beautiful roast beef sandwich. He opened the refrigerator door, reached for the foil packet and his fingers met . . . nothing. Mark leaned down and looked into the refrigerator. His sandwich was gone. After checking every shelf, bin and container he realized that his roast beef sandwich was really and truly gone. He decided that someone else in the family must have eaten it so he grabbed an apple and a cheese stick and shut the refrigerator door.


The subject of the missing sandwich didn’t come up for a day or two, not until I was making a sandwich with the last of the roast beef.


“This looks good,” I commented as I sliced what was left of the beef into thin slices.


“You should know,” Mark responded. “After all, you ate my roast beef sandwich the other day.”


“I did not,” I responded, shocked.


“Sure you did. It was wrapped in foil in the refrigerator and it was gone the next morning. Didn’t you eat it?”


“Not me,” I said. “Maybe one of the kids?”


But both of our sons denied touching their dad’s roast beef sandwich and I believed them. Neither of them had ever been big fans of roast beef. Later that same evening I found a ball of foil crumpled on the floor of the living room. The moment I picked it up, Toby left the room looking somewhat guilty.


I looked at the ball of foil I was holding. Was it possible? Had Toby managed to get the refrigerator door open, find the roast beef sandwich, and devour it without our knowledge?


Mark and I agreed that it had to be what happened. “I can just imagine what he was thinking,” Mark said ruefully. “I was making that sandwich, telling him how wonderful it was going to be, telling him how he couldn’t have any of it and he was thinking, ‘want to bet?’”


~Nell Musolf
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Surprise


Even a blind squirrel finds an acorn sometimes.


~Proverb


Our dog, Pepper, loves to chase squirrels. He has never caught one, and more often than not he runs in the opposite direction. But according to him, he is doing his job of protecting us from squirrels.


During summer, he would often stand at the last spot he saw a squirrel or chipmunk and wait for it to reappear and hop into his jaws. Miraculously, this past summer Pepper’s dream came true — he actually caught a squirrel.


One afternoon when my son opened the front door to let Pepper outside, he spotted a squirrel hanging on the side of our brick house right by the front door.


He was so surprised he yelled, “There is a squirrel on the house!”


Everyone, including Pepper, came running. Pepper zipped outside and ran right to the big oak tree in our front yard and stood there looking around. Meanwhile the kids and I stood on the front porch staring up in amazement at the squirrel that was indeed hanging on the side of the house.


This should have given the squirrel plenty of time to drop off the house and make his escape into one of the many other trees in our yard, but he didn’t. Instead, the squirrel hung there trying to decide what to do. Just as Pepper realized that there was no squirrel in the tree, and turned to head back to the house, the squirrel decided to make his move and began creeping toward the ground.


Pepper caught sight of him and sped over. Now the squirrel realized that he was in big trouble. He was hanging from the side of the house and a big black dog was standing right beneath him.


Panicking, the squirrel raced across the side of the house hoping to lose the dog, but Pepper took off in hot pursuit. They charged down the entire length of the house — squirrel on the house, dog right below. The squirrel turned the corner thinking he was safe, but Pepper found him. We watched in amazement as Pepper herded the squirrel back and forth along the side of the house, trampling all my flowers along the way.


Finally the squirrel figured out that he needed to get off the side of the house. Spotting the gutter, he jumped onto it and attempted to shimmy up to the roof, but quickly realized that it was slippery. The tired squirrel slipped down the gutter and fell right into Pepper’s waiting jaws.


Pepper was so surprised that he almost completely dropped the squirrel, but he managed to grab hold of his tail. The kids started screaming in a combination of shock and horror while Pepper ran triumphantly around the yard with his catch swinging from his mouth.


Not wanting the dog to actually hurt the squirrel, I ran over and told him to drop the squirrel. Poor Pepper didn’t want to let the squirrel go, but he did. The squirrel, minus a large chunk of tail, raced off to the nearest tree and proceeded to scold us from its highest branches.


I don’t know who was more surprised that Pepper caught the squirrel — Pepper, the squirrel, or us!


~Jennifer Flaten
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Kitchen Renovation


We could have bought a small yacht with what we spent on our dog and all the things he destroyed. Then again, how many yachts wait by the door all day for your return?


~John Grogan


Our beloved dog Bojangles, or BJ as we called her, seemed to be the perfect family pet. She was adorable and loving, showing what appeared to be gratitude. My stepdaughter Amanda had rescued BJ from certain doom, finding her discarded in the hedges as a tiny puppy. Following Amanda’s begging, we accepted BJ into our home.


We didn’t know much about BJ other than that she was tiny with fluffy brown fur. Our veterinarian made many attempts at guessing her breed. He determined initially some sort of Beagle mix, then as time progressed added potential Dachshund due to her short legs and long back. Her tail could have been Collie or Sheltie or Terrier. He finally just determined that she was officially a mutt.


BJ was well behaved and we had little trouble housebreaking her. As a small pup, we thankfully could coordinate schedules so she didn’t have to spend much time alone. That did eventually change, but BJ had been with us long enough that we felt confident she would be fine spending longer periods of time alone while we were at work or Amanda was at school.


It did not take long to figure out that BJ disliked her time alone and displayed separation anxiety. We could see her running to the front windows as our cars pulled away from the driveway. Within a short period of time, the first one home was greeted by a number of surprises.


BJ began her solitary escapades by finding the hamper. Dirty clothes were strewn throughout the house — down the hallway, into the living room and everywhere in between. This seemed easy enough to handle. The hamper was moved into the closet.


Next, BJ discovered the bathroom trashcan. This time there was a path of tissues down the same hallway and into the living room, just like the dirty clothes. Again, we adjusted and moved the trashcan, placing it on the bathroom counter before we left for the day.


We scanned the house and puppy-proofed as best as we could, but BJ could always find trouble.


One day when my husband Ted and I returned home, BJ greeted us with her usual excitement, but her tail wagging was accompanied by a look of guilt. Although from the door there were no visible signs of destruction, as I walked into the kitchen I immediately called for Ted — and for BJ.


Somehow, our precious family pet had pulled up a corner of the linoleum and our kitchen floor was all but gone. There were patches left, but most of the linoleum was in strips, pieces, and piles throughout the kitchen. BJ had spent the day remodeling. It never occurred to us to puppy-proof the floor!


Yes, we were less than delighted with this disaster, but eventually we had to laugh. I could not fathom how this tiny, adorable fur ball could have totally destroyed an entire kitchen floor. Yet to tell you the truth, I never really liked that linoleum anyway. Perhaps BJ, in her own way, was trying to help.


~Lil Blosfield
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Frequent Flyer


If you obey all the rules, you miss all the fun.


~Katharine Hepburn


“What a funny little dog,” Mom said to me when I first introduced her to our newest addition. “Her head is much too large for her little body.”


“What a horrible thing to say. Gracie Lou is gorgeous. Well, maybe her head is a little big. I’m sure she will grow into it one day.”


Gracie Lou came from a Bronx, New York rescue that, during the spring and summer months, brought a small group of dogs from the Bronx to our suburban neighborhood in Connecticut in search of forever homes in the “country.”


When we met her, she was a six-month-old pup with stand-up ears, calm brown eyes and, yes, a head that seemed way too big for her body. And, she could fly.


Well, almost. That puppy could jump up and down so high and so often it made my head spin. I thought she would outgrow her high-flying capabilities but I was wrong.


It started about two months after Gracie Lou came to live with us. I would put her in the fenced-in back yard with her brother Sam, a nine-year-old black Lab. As Sam was getting older, we felt he could use a little puppy love to ignite that spark and bring back the inner youth we knew was still there. We were right. From the minute Gracie Lou ventured into our lives, they were inseparable. They would chase one another in the house, up and down the stairs, and outside all around the back yard. After dinner, they would lie paw-in-paw on the same dog bed, even though they each had their own.


Every day I would put them in the back yard, secure the fence, and go back inside. One day I let them out and within minutes, I heard a brushing at the front door. To my surprise, there was Gracie Lou asking to come in.


I went to the back to inspect the fence. All secure, but there was a slight gap in the back corner of the fence. Maybe she was squeezing through there. I found a piece of slate and blocked the hole. Problem solved.


The next morning I let them out in the back yard and watched them through the kitchen window. Around and around the yard they ran. Around and around the pool, onto the patio, passing by the window again and again. Finally, Sam had enough. Yes, age has its demands. He settled into his favorite shady corner for a well-deserved rest. Gracie Lou was not quite done, though. I saw her nudge him for a few minutes and then, after a warning glare from Sam, she too settled down next to him.


Finally, the “kids” were down for a nap.


Upstairs in my office I immersed myself in photos and text, trying to piece together an annual review I was working on for one of my principal clients.


A couple of hours flew by and I went down to get a drink and check on the pups. There was Sam in the same spot, but no Gracie Lou. Where could she have gone? After looking around the house, I ran up and down the street desperately calling her name.


I went back home to get my keys and drive the neighborhood. Before leaving, I quickly checked on Sam and there, behind the locked fence was Gracie Lou looking ever-so-innocent. I thought I must have been losing my mind. Had she been there the whole time? I let them both in the house. Gracie Lou seemed exceptionally thirsty.


A couple of days later, I was in the office and the phone rang. It was my neighbor, Maria.


“Lose something?” she said.


“Not to my knowledge. Wanna give me a hint?”


“She is furry, has cute ears and a big head,” she added.


“Gracie Lou? She’s in the back yard.”


“Oh no, she’s not. She’s in my house, eating Lily and Nolie’s food,” she replied.


It turns out Maria came home to find Gracie Lou lying in her living room with her two white Labs.


Gracie Lou had jumped over our fence, run down the street to Maria’s, jumped her fence and then went through the doggie door to play with Maria’s dogs, Lily and Nolie.


“I was wondering what the dark fur was on my living room rug,” Maria said.


“She’s done this before, Jeanne,” she said as she laughed.


I was so embarrassed.


After Maria’s call, I guess Gracie Lou felt guilty leaving Sam behind during her adventures. She rarely jumped and if she did, she would stay on the other side of the fence, nose-to-nose whining, as if coaxing Sam on. You can do it. You can jump it. Come on.


Thank goodness Sam had the sense not to try that game. Or did he?


Up in the office one afternoon, I looked out only to see my two canines trotting down the street. I opened the window and yelled, “Stop.” They both stopped dead in their tracks. Caught.


“Get back here,” I demanded. By the time I got down the stairs they were both in the back yard. The gate was open now. How in the world? I knew I had secured it.


This happened several times. I just could not figure out how that gate got opened. Maybe the kids left it unlocked, maybe the garbage men, or maybe I was losing my mind.


One day I heard Gracie whining to Sam. I looked out the window and saw them both huddled near the gate, as if formulating a plan. The next thing I knew, Gracie Lou was backing away from the gate, leaping over it and hitting the release lock as she soared. Upon landing, the gate was open and Sam was free to waltz out. Side by side they began their saunter towards Maria’s. I couldn’t believe the brains.


At first, I thought it was a fluke, but over the next few weeks, I witnessed this several times. Needless to say, I finally had to tie the gate closed.


Gracie Lou will still jump if Lily and Nolie are on a walk with their mom, but she hasn’t run down the street — I think she doesn’t like to leave Sam behind. Now if Gracie Lou and Sam want to play with their friends, I call Maria and walk them down like a responsible mother.


And yes, Gracie Lou did finally grow into her head. Or should I say she is perfectly proportioned in every way.


~Jeanne Blandford
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Click


I think the next best thing to solving a problem is finding some humor in it.


~Frank A. Clark


I heard a strangely familiar click as I rushed off my back porch after my Greyhound, Holly, and Yorkshire Terrier, Caesar, to dissuade them from tag-teaming a panicked, fleeing rabbit. A few seconds later they aborted the chase after the rabbit squeezed itself through two planks of the wood fence.


The dogs returned to the porch empty-handed. Thankful that I wouldn’t have to snatch a squealing rabbit from a dog’s jowls, I grabbed the door handle to let them back inside. The door wouldn’t budge. The earlier “click” now made sense. Excited by the chase, my Belgian Tervuren, Maxx, who had remained inside the house, had hit the locking mechanism with his paw when he jumped onto the glass door.


Maxx wagged his tail as I jiggled the handle.


“Oh, come on,” I pleaded, as if Maxx could turn the handle to pop the lock. Holly and Caesar poked their noses into the corner of the door in anticipation while I stood outside in a business suit, pantyhose, and heels. Better than in my pajamas, I supposed.


For security reasons, I neither kept a key hidden outside nor provided one for the neighbor for such emergencies. To complicate matters, my husband wasn’t due home from an out-of-town business meeting for three more days, and our nearest relative lived 300 miles north. I was on my own . . . except for the baby I was due to deliver in four months.


Desperate to get back inside and to leave for work on time for a scheduled employee breakfast, I tugged on a nearby window — locked. Then I tried to open all the back windows — same result. Meanwhile, Maxx darted from room to room, peering through the curtains at me and playing a game of peek-a-boo. Since he remained interested, I planned to lure Maxx back over to the door, hoping he’d jump up and hit the handle and unlock the door.


“Come on, boy,” I called from outside and darted to the back door. When I discovered him waiting for me, I thought my plan might work. I held out my hand and said, “Do you want a treat?”


His ears perked up. A good sign. I raised my hand in an upward motion and repeated the word “treat” in hopes of getting his front legs off the ground. Instead, he lay down as I had taught him whenever I rewarded him with a snack. Stupid obedience training.


Holly and Caesar also knew the word and lay down on the patio. Three dogs now stared at me, waiting for a make-believe reward. Whining commenced when I didn’t produce the goods. A couple of minutes later, I turned to see Maxx walking toward the kitchen. The word “treat” must’ve awakened his hunger since he began sniffing the countertop where I had placed the cheesy egg-and-ham casserole for the employee breakfast. The jumping motion — which I had hoped to elicit earlier from Maxx — came to him with ease as he placed his front paws on the kitchen island to investigate the casserole dish.


I pounded the glass door. “Maxx, no! Leave it.”


He turned his head sideways and nudged the tin foil, and the casserole fell to the ground. I continued banging as Maxx began to gorge. Knowing that I could never compete with breakfast, I decided it was time to call a locksmith. I headed over to the gate to walk next door to my neighbor’s house but, unfortunately, the gate was padlocked and the key was stored in the garage. Why did I have to be such a safety nut?


I sized up the fence. What would be so hard about scaling a four-foot fence? The business suit? The heels? The protruding belly? I kicked off my shoes — those I could ditch without breaking the law — and started to climb. Once I reached the top of the gate, I turned around and started to lower myself down the other side. I hooked my toes on the cross boards; unfortunately, my toes weren’t the only things hooked on the wooden planks. The front of my skirt had caught on the top of the gate and proceeded to rip until I could unhook it. Losing my balance, I hit the ground with a thud. With a torn skirt, toes peeking through tattered hose, a disheveled blouse, and a forehead beaded with sweat, I stood on my neighbor’s porch and rang the doorbell.


“Cathi, what on earth happened?” she asked. “Are you okay?”


“Maxx locked me out of the house, and I need to call a locksmith.”


After the laughter cleared, I made the call. Twenty minutes later, a white van pulled into the driveway. The man looked at me and asked, “So, what can I help you with?”


I pointed to my front door. “I need to get into my house. I’ve been locked out.” I didn’t have the energy to tell him the whole story. Not to mention, would he even believe it?


“Do you have some I.D.? You know, to prove that you live here before I just go and open the door.”


I couldn’t blame him for asking since I looked like a vagrant. I was certain that I’d appreciate his reticence once the ordeal ended. My mind flashed to my purse on the kitchen island.


“It’s in my wallet inside the house,” I said, and for the first time that morning, I began to cry. Pointing to my naked toes, my ragged skirt, and my protruding belly, I said, “Sir, I really just need to get inside.”


“Will the neighbor vouch for you?” he asked, and I nodded.


Within fifteen minutes, I stood safely in the kitchen amidst an empty casserole dish and a sated Belgian Tervuren. I called my employer, and they graciously gave me the day off work. As I changed out of my ragged clothing and placed a bag of ice on my backside to ease the pain from my abrupt landing, I made a mental note to make a spare key for the neighbor. A sharp bark interrupted my thoughts: a reminder from Caesar that he still wanted his treat.


~Cathi LaMarche
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Who’s Afraid?


The average dog is a nicer person than the average person.


~Andy Rooney


My mother has a Beagle named Cooper that we rescued from the pound about three years ago. Cooper is very energetic and loves to go for walks up and down our long lane. My mother usually takes him out late at night during the summer.


On one of those walks my father came home from work in his police car. As my mother and Cooper went to greet him, Cooper got very excited about saying hi to his daddy. My father, however, saw this as an opportunity to try something and turned on his intercom.


“Coooooper!” Dad said through the intercom, using a low, spooky voice. Poor Cooper had no idea what to make of the ghost-like voice that was coming out of nowhere. He couldn’t tell that it was just my dad.


After a moment of hesitation, in which everyone was silent, Cooper turned around and sprinted back to the house, dragging Mom by his leash behind him. Cooper refused to stop, and Mom, despite losing her pink slippers in the grass, kept running for fear of letting go of the terrified, fleeing dog.


Cooper ran the entire way back up the lane and into the house, stopping only for a few seconds for Mom to undo his leash, and then he ran down the hall. In his haste, the rugs were kicked aside and he skittered sideways on the hardwood floor before finally stopping under my parents’ bed.


Mom found him cowering under her bed, and tried to get him to come out. When she couldn’t, I shook the treat box. Usually he comes running, but this time he didn’t. I had to take a treat to him under the bed. Cooper took the treat from my hand, but then retreated back under the bed before my mother could grab him.


A short time later, he finally came out. He didn’t seem to remember the episode. His tail was held high again and the bounce in his step was back. It seemed that he was saying: “Who’s afraid? Me? No not me! I’m not afraid!”


My mom looked at me and rolled her eyes while she stroked her “brave” little dog.


I, on the other hand, chose to agree with him completely.


~Aeriel Crook, age 16
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Flying Dog


One can never consent to creep when one feels an impulse to soar.


~Helen Keller


It was a warm spring day, with new leaves sprouting on trees and the smell of freshly mowed grass in the air. My daughter’s large dog Rocky excitedly pulled on the leash, anticipating a free run when we reached the park. The park was empty of people so I removed his leash. He leapt incredible lengths with his long legs, running hard in circles around the soccer field.


We entered the woods on a paved path surrounded by tall trees, and walked across a short wooden bridge over a slow moving stream. Rocky obediently watched me, never straying far from my presence. The coolness of the shade was refreshing, drying the sweat from my skin. Surrounded by nature and the love of a dog, I was filled with joy.


We exited the woods beside a pond covered with green scum. The scum was so dense it made the water look like an extension of the grass. Directly in front of us was a flock of geese gathered on the land. Rocky stopped. His eyes focused on the birds. He stood motionless for a brief moment, then wiggled his rear end and darted for the geese. Instinct was screaming, “This is dinner!”


Quickly, the geese waddled into the pond as fast as they could, seeking safety and honking loudly. The last one to reach the water was too slow. When Rocky’s nose was within inches of the bird, it flapped its wings wildly and flew high over the water.


Rocky leapt off the steep embankment into the air behind the bird, his mouth open wide, prepared to grab onto the flying goose. Several feet from the shore, I saw Rocky flying through the air — until gravity took over. He plummeted and fell deep into the pond.


Rocky is terrified of water — he darts away from the smallest sprinkle of our garden hose. I looked for his head to surface, but there was no sign of him. The horror of how I would tell my daughter that her dog had drowned raced through my mind. She had warned me many times to keep Rocky on the leash.


“Oh my God!” I screamed as Rocky surfaced, his legs thrashing the water with great force, the water splashing high around him. Geese scrambled away in every direction as he tried to stay afloat. I yell repeatedly, “Rocky come here! Rocky come here!”


I couldn’t jump in to save him; I could drown. Plus it would be too difficult to climb up the steep embankment. I also didn’t want to get in that water with all my clothes on, with that awful scum clinging to my body. But I couldn’t just stand there doing nothing, watching him drown.


Rocky began to make progress toward me; it looked like he could swim. Yes, he was definitely swimming. Closer and closer he came. When he got to the embankment, he jumped from the water onto the land.


I exhaled with a sigh of relief and sat down on a park bench to process what had just happened, trying to calm my nerves. Rocky sat on the ground beside me, panting hard while we both looked out over the pond.


Water dripped from his chin, his whole body soaked. Did he think that green scum was grass or did the excitement of the moment make him forget he was afraid of water? Well, the goose got away, Rocky learned to swim, and I survived the shock.


Next time, I hope Rocky leaves the flying to the geese.


~Susan Randall
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Sit!


Dogs act exactly the way we would act if we had no shame.


~Cynthia Heimel


I hoped my arm would remain attached to my body while I struggled to contain my energetic gentle giant. The Saint Bernard book I’d read strongly recommended training early while the dog was still a manageable size. But my puppy already outweighed me.


So here we were at a city park, standing in a line at a beginning obedience class for any breed of dog up to six months of age. I noticed that the other participants had attractive jeweled collars with matching leashes.


My baby wore a collar that had been my husband’s belt, and I grasped a logging-sized chain in my gloved hand. Even my dog’s name, Brute, had drawn a chuckle from the crowd. Brute, according to Mr. Webster, means savage beast. My savage beast had hidden behind me to escape a growling Chihuahua.


In my most authoritative voice, I gave the command again. “Sit!” Brute glanced down at the other sitting dogs, tipped his head and gave me a puzzled look. I could almost hear him say, “You want me to do what?” This was the breed I’d read was highly intelligent and easy to train.


The instructor proposed I hold the chain in one hand, put my finger tips from the other hand on Brute’s shoulders, and gently lean and push down with my elbow on his hips. This was easier said than done. I stretched over Brute, but my elbow only went as far as the middle of his back. Brute anticipated me giving him a back rub and excitedly wiggled all over, which set me off balance and propelled me over the top of him. I found myself lying on the grass looking up at an enormous drool machine.


A long string of slobber nailed me on the chest as I got myself up in time to join the group for our second part of the “Sit” command.


This time the dog was supposed to sit and then the owner would back up and say, “Stay.”


Brute wasn’t actually sitting, but he had flopped on the ground. So slowly I backed up and using my don’t-mess-with-me voice, said, “Stay.” I couldn’t believe it. Brute stayed.


Then a low rumbling noise reached my ears. My massive Swiss breed was sound asleep and snoring.


Class ended. As the instructor suggested additional ideas to try at home, he rubbed the top of Brute’s head. Brute’s tail started up like a motor and all the papers, pens, and class fees flew off the table.


Deciding to give it one more try, I stared deep into Brute’s eyes and ordered, “Sit!”


And Brute sat. Hallelujah! Miracles do happen.


Soon, however, a muffled, high-pitched barking filtered out from under my dog’s bottom. Yes, Brute was sitting on the Chihuahua.


~Sharon Landeen
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In the Doghouse
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The House Special


To eat is to appropriate by destruction.


~Jean-Paul Sartre


Walking through a secondhand store on my lunch hour, I saw it — an elegant doghouse with oak shingles layered on every side, in my price range. Just what Yainex, my new four-month-old Golden Labrador Retriever, needed in his dog run. But how would I get it home?


Returning to work, I told a coworker about the doghouse. I sighed and said, “It’s too bad my husband is out of town with our pickup.”


“Hey, I have my pickup here today. I can help you get it right after work,” he graciously offered.


The doghouse was still there when we arrived at the store. We loaded it into his pickup and after reaching my home, he helped me carry it to the dog run.


“Yainex, here is your beautiful new home,” I said.


Yainex ignored it. Jumping up and down with excitement, he grabbed his ball to play as soon as I opened the gate to the dog run.


“Oh well, I really like it. Let’s go play,” I told him.


The next morning when I went down to feed him, I was shocked at the sight of the doghouse. One whole side of the doorway was gone.


“Yainex, what have you done?” I asked.


He had chewed all the cedar shingles on that side. He was eating his beautiful house.


My mind raced back to the first time I realized that Yainex was a serious chewer. Knowing that puppies like to chew and play, I purchased some toys and rawhide bones for him. Then one day his favorite squeaky toy, a bright yellow Tweety Bird, just disappeared. No sign of Tweety Bird could be found. Then, the following morning, bright specks of yellow told the story. He had eaten Tweety Bird. It wasn’t long before I had to take away all his toys and rawhide bones.


Bored while I was at work, Yainex began to chew the edges of the boards on the walls of our house that were exposed in his dog run. I nailed up sheets of pressed plywood to protect our home. Yainex tried chewing the edges of the plywood, but didn’t like the crumbly texture and stopped.


I wondered if that might work again. Where was the leftover pressed plywood?


Pulling it out of the garage, I used a handsaw to cut it into pieces big enough to cover the oak shingles still left on the right side of the doorway. For good measure, I also covered the whole exposed north wall of the doghouse.


The next morning I gazed in utter amazement at the doghouse. Yes, the pressed plywood had done its job, but now there was a skylight in the doghouse. He had chewed an eight-inch hole in the roof.


“Oh Yainex, what have you done now?” I cried.


Looking inside the doghouse, I noticed that the corner studs and the inside walls had been chewed also.
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